-=x b da 
SM N G 8 
LOVE 1x a VILLAGE, 
K 


So : 


As they were performed at the 


rr 


INT HE 


CASTLE oF DUBLIN, 


O N 


St. PATRICK S NIGHT, by a ſelect 


F oo 2 oO 


PRINTED IN THE YEAR 


EEE EET, 


u. Dcc.LXXxIxX. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Marquis. 
Arch-Mitre, 
Firſt Gutter, 
Second Gutter, 
Ld. Double Gutter, 
Firſt Runner, 
Second Runner, 
Firſt Serjeant, 
Second Serjeant, 
Speaker. 
Trimmer, 

Firſt Hireling, 


Third Hireling, 
Fourth Hireling, 
Fifth Hireling, 


2d Ld. in Waiting, 


Expectant Lords, 


Second Hireling, 


iſt Ld. in Waiting, 


Mr. H—yes. h h | 


Ld — 


* J. B—ne, Mr. L—gf—d, 


A—b—p of C—h—1. 
Mr. C—rr—y. 


Counſellor D—y. 
L—d W—ills. | 
Major H—b—:t. N 
Hon. T. P—k—h—m. 
F—G—4. 
T—I-r. 


Mr. G. S—df—d. 


Mr. M—re, of the B—n. 
L—d D—lv—n. 

Rt. Hon. Mr. B-r—f—94. 4 
L—d J—cel—n. 

Rt. Hon. Mr. G—rd—n=-r. 
Sir N. L—wl-ſs. 


1 


Mr. A 
H—rm—n, &c. &c. 


X 


n-—r, Mr. 


Hibervia, Robins, Maſques, Kc. 


. 
SCENE I. Two Courtiers in Expectation. 
Firſt Courtier. 
H the Courtier's firſt Deſire, | „ 
r 


Airy Promiſer of Place 
eams of future Wealth inſpire 


Softeſt Soother of Diſgrace | + 
Second Courtier. . 


i Places, Marquis! promiſe ſtill, 

1 Grant Reverſions for the reſt, 

With thy Bribes our Pockets fill, 1 
And with Titles make us bleſt! ü 1 


S Clerks without Pay, computing. — Marquis read- 


enn, great Number = þ Secretaries and 
e 
ing a Letter. | 


To be ſung, or, ſtutter'd, 


Pi-Pi-Pitt ſay no more, 
Sure you told me before, 


A 2 | | = 


 Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Marquis. 

Arch-Mitre, A—b—p of C—h—1. 
Firſt Gutter, Mr. C-rr—y. 
Second Gutter, Counſellor D—y. 

Ld. Double Gutter, L—d W—ils. 

Firſt Runner, Major H—b—t. 

Second Runner, Hon. T. P—k—h—m. 
Firſt Serjeant, F—G—d. 
Second Serjeant, 11 r. 
Speaker. = | 
Trimmer, Mr. G. S$—df—d. 

Firſt Hireling, Mr. H—yes. 

Second Hireling, Mr. M- re, of the B—n. 
Third Hireling, Ld D_b—n. 
Fourth Hireling, Rt. Hon. Mr. B-r—f—4. 
Fifth Hireling, L—d J—cel—n. — 


iſt Ld. in Waiting, Rt. Hon. Mr. G—rd—n—r. 
2d Ld. in Waiting, Sir N. L--wl—ſs. 
Sir J. B— ne, Mr. L—gf—d, 
Expectant Lords, 3 Mr. A 
H—rm—n, &c. &c. 


— 


X 


n— x, Mr. 


Hibernia, Robins, Maſques, &c. 


Lovs in a VILLAGE, &c. 


. 
SCENE I. Two Courtiers in Expectation. 
Firſt Courtier. 
H the Courtier's firſt Deſire, 
re 


Airy Promiſer of Place 
ams of future Wealth inſpire 
Softeſt Soother of Diſgrace ! 


Second Courtier. 


Places, Marquis! promiſe ſtill, 
Grant ' Reverſions for the = 

With thy Bribes our Pockets fill, 
And with Titles make us bleſt | 


C EN E II. A great FEE ae” þ Secretaries and 
9 Clerks without Pay, OO: — Marquis read- 
ing a Letter. 


To be ſung, or, ſtutter'd, 


Pi-Pi-Pitt ſay no more, 
Sure you told me before, 


A 2 


LEES 


I know the full Length of my Tether 
Tet-Tether ; 
Not a Man in the Houſe, 
That I value a Louſe, 
I can bribe them and bilk them together. 
| ge- gether. 


I think a few. Lies, 
Will always ſuffice, 
To get them if Grattan don't mar; 
ma-mar z 
But as for the Pelf, 
I ſo love it myſelf, 
ho their Beef Pll not give them a Carrot. 
Ca-Carrot. 


Scene changes to the Houſe of Commons Corridore. 
Runners and Robins. 
Firſt Runner. 


Tho? I had been by Birth decreed 
Too noble for a Hack, 

Yet B-k—gh—m's vile Nets I ſpread, 
To lure the Robin's. Back: 

What Joy, what Triumph ſhou'd I gain, 

If you with us wou'd vote 

Still are my Bribes and Threats in vain! 

Sweet Robin! change your Note! 


Firſt Robin in Reply. 


Do you think I inherit, 
So {laviſh a Spirit, 

As e'er to ſubmit to this Log! 
Now fondled—now chid— 
Permitted—forbid— 

Fll ſurely kick out the proud Dog. 


„ 


Away then poor H—b—t, 
There's nought in your Cupboard, 
Can make me from Honour depart; 
I deſpiſe ſuch as thee, 
And hope ſoon to fee, 
Your Maſter and you in the Cart. 


Second Robin. 


Ceaſe H—b—t diſingenuous Youth ! 
Thy Pride in being a Hack, 

Thy Glory in corrupting 'Truth, 
Or winning Wretches back! 


Leave 'T—dd or L—s or C—ke the Cares, 
Buck's Poiſon to inſtil, 

For tho* thy Soul's as mean as theirs, 
Thou haſt not yez—their Skill. 


Arch- Mitre. 


Young I am, and fore afraid, 
Wou'd you hurt a harmleſs Lad? 
Lead an Innocent aſtray ? | 
Tempt me not, kind Runner, pray! 


B—k—gh—m ſhov'd I believe, 
And as uſual, he deceive ; 

If I change, and he forſake, 

Sure my tender Heart wou'd break. 


Second Runner. 


Zounds Neighbour, ne'er ſtand for a Trifle like this! 
Try the Marquis this Time, and Armagh you can't 


miſs, 


. 


The graveſt old Canter, a Truce with Grimace, 
Wou'd do the ſame Thing, cou'd he get the ſame 
Place. 


No Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is free; 

To Corruption, old P—y himſelf bends the Knee: 
That Power, reſiſtleſs, no Strength can oppoſe, 
We all take a pretty Bribe, under the Roſe. 


| Second Gutter. Solo. 


pd | Still in Hopes to get the better, 
5 Of round Robin's Chain I try— 
| Under it this Moment ſhelter, 

| And the next my Oath deny. 


H 5 Now prepar'd to ſcorn each Offer 

4 | Sep' rate Terms, and Pardon brave 
E. Then relapſing catch the Proffer, 
1 | And confeſs myſelf a Slave. 


| Two Serjeants, a Duett. 
Tune, The Traveller benighted— 


« Dear Serjeant, tho' benighted, « | 
And loſt in black Deſpair, S Þþ 
Now that the Poſt's alighted, | 
Let us our Side declare.” f 5 


[ | | | Firſt Serjeant. 
4 

0 

{ 


Second Serjeant. 


« How lucky we abſconded, 
Before the News was known ; 

We might perhaps be bonded, 
To ſerve a barren Throne.“ 


6 
Firft Serjeant, 


But ſince the King is better, 
The Prince mult now decline; 
(I ſaw Kilwarlin's Letter) 
No Regent he of mine. 


Second Serjeant 


As ev'ry Packet brings 
(Heav'n fave him for our Sake) 
Health of the beſt of King's, 
Wolfe, you and I, will ſpeak. 


Scene changes to the Houſe of Commons, 


Hibernia enthroned ſings— 


My King's my own, my Will is free, 
And ſo ſhall be my Voice; 

No Regent &er ſhall reign o'er me, 
'T ill firſt he's made my Choice. 


Let Fitz afſert—that England's Laws, 
Our Regent muſt obey ; 

Grattan has {till a ſaving Clauſe. 
Againſt tyrannic Sway. 


Speaker. 


Believe me, dear Larry, 

Io rail thus at Harry, 

Will ſound at the Caſtle moſt rare; 
Be ſtout in Reply, 
And give him the Lie, 

You're ſure to be back'd by the Chair. 


6 ) 


How happy the Blow, 
That ſhou'd lay Grattan low, 
Our Party to put out of Pain; 
Then my Jobs Tl purſue; 
Get a Penſion for you, 
And Flood bring amongſt us again. 


But Larry take care, 
Leſt I forfeit my Chair, 
If too warmly your Caufe I eſpouſe 
For ſhou'd the King die, 
Or a Viceroy look thy, 
Scarce a Friend ſhall I find in the Houſe. 


Firſt Gutter. 


Gentle Prince, ah, tell me why, 
Thus you ſcorn and bid me fly; 

I'm the Friend will perſevere, 

Yet to Bucks I lend an Ear, 

Serve him for my private End— 

And take a Place from Foe or Friend. 


Third Robin. 


There was a muliſh Marquis once 
Liv'd in the Caſtle Yard ; 
He jobbed, and ſcraped from Morn till Night, 
No Scriv'ner work'd ſo hard, 
Yet this the Burthen of his Moan 
For ever now muſt be 
cc I care for nobody, no not I, 
For nobody cares for me.” 


a > 


| 
iT $3 
Full Chorus of Lords and Commons. 


Pitt ne'er was ſo out, ſuch a Viceroy to fix on, 
Zounds Bucks, don't provoke us, but mind what we 
ſay; | 
You've choſe a 5 Nation for playing your Tricks on, 
So pack up your Alls, and be trudging away: 
You'd better be quiet, 
And not breed a Riot; 
Nor keep us here cenſuring you ev'ry Day, 
We've got other Matters to mind ; 
The — Bills yet are to paſs; 
For if you ſtay longer you'll find, 
We'll make you ſneak off like an Aſs. 


EN D OF THE FIRST ACT. 


(e 


FEET © 


SCENE I. Preſence Chamber at the Caſile, 


Marquis. Solus. 


Let the Good and the Great, 
Make the moſt of their Fate, 
From Places to Principle hurry ; 
Well, who cares a Jot, | 1 
I value them not, | 


Whilſt I have wvhole C—te and half Copy. 


For Counſel Pl fly 
From Fitzgibbon too high, 
To Th—-r—t—n, H—b—t and C—ke; 
But to ſoften my Cares 
And forget State Affairs, 
Pl laugh with Brown, Lawleſs and Luke. 


Second. Ditto. 


Since Leinſter's deſerted no further I'll ſeek, 
But go off to Wales in the Packet next Weck; WW 


A Service in London will ſoften Diſgrace. 0 
And a Seat at the Admir'lty not a bad Place. 


Lord Townſend went there, he ſoon met with a 

Friend 

And Wezkwich repair'd the Difzrace of Ringſend ; 

Then why ſhou'd I ſtay, and raſh Counſel | pur- 
. Tue, 

To i injure 9 and my Friends to undo! 


1 
Scene, the Caſele Stair-Caſe. 


Trimmer ſingin g. 


Since the King's quite recover'd and grown a ſound 
an, 

Pray why ſhou'd'nt I get I Sop in my Pan; 

Tom P—k—h—m or H—b—t can get me a Place, 

Oh! how fine ſet in Gold looks his Majeſty's Face. 


Bally na mona ohro. 


They found out Tom Neſbit, and ſettled his Mind, 
Tho' at firſt he ſeem'd wavering, they ſoon made him 
kind; | 
Then why ſhou'd not I the ſame Trimming purſue, 
And better my Fortune as other Rats do. 
Bally na mona ohro. 


Folding Doors open and diſcover the Levee Room, with 
Hacks, Trimmers, Runners, Cc. who advance finging 
this Chorus. 


Ye Runners and Ratcatchers hither repair, | 

What Votes you may want you will find at our 
Fair; 

Here 8 of all Sorts of Conſcience there be, 

And as for our Wages we'll try to agree. 


», Firſt Hireling. 


I pray ye Gentles liſt to me, 

Tho? I a Patriot ſeem to be, 

I will turn tail with any he, 

For Work that's in the County. 

My Promiſes to 'Tighe Pil break, 

Pl Cuſtom's, Stamp's, or Barrack's take, 

And more can do than here Pl ſpeak, 
Depending on your Bounty. 


75 


Make my Brother Duke Munſter, with Shannon's em- 


11 
Second Hireling. 


*Tis I am the Lad, with a true Courtier's Heart, 
Who _ ſtick to my Friends, *till their doom'd to the 
art; 
To the Gallows Pl drive them, if we can agree, 
And I think their old Cloaths will look pretty on me. 
See them bobbing — 
Gee ho Dobbin— 
Gee ho Dobbin, gee ho, gee ho! 


Third Hireling. 


T am a Blade, who knows the Trade, 
Of Corridore and Entry— 

And tho' Pm fat, I'll catch a Rat, 
Well as the worſt of Gentry. 


A Runner wou'd you have, 

I can flatter and deceive ; 
Command my little All Sir— 

No Deed ſo low and mean, 

Little D—lv—n will diſdain, 
Altho' his Parts are ſmall Sir. 


Fourth Hireling. 


If you want a ſtaunch Hack, my Hand you muſt croſs, 
For a Tax or Job, I am ne'er at a Loſs, 
And all my tall Sons, as a Tilly PII toſs. V 
I uo0o drain out the Purſe of old Ireland. 
The Purſe of old Ireland to drain. 


loy— 
Second — continue to Marcus my Boy 
Let my Guagers all vote, and no Man will enjo 
As I ſhall to humble old Ireland, 
To humble old Ireland as I. 


| © 233 
| Tho' F—ſt—r in public Expence ſtands alone; 
Blaſts the national Credit, as well as his own, 
1 * Let my Cuſtom Houſe vouch for my ſkill when m 
gone 
In waſting the Wealth of old Ireland, 
The wealth of old Ireland to waſte. 


Firſt Lord in Waiting. 


Don't my peerage now delay, 
Doubtful News each Packet brings, 

Bucks, he may be drove away— 
Madneſs ſeize the beſt of King's. 


Second Lord in Waiting? 
Tune, Behind the Buſh, &c. 


Nor Place nor Penſion is my Plan, 
Large Sums I can afford Sir; 
But, as Pm not a Gentleman, 


| I fain wou'd be a Lord Sir. 
| Nor Place, &c. De Capo. 


Chorus of ſeven expectant Lords. 
Tune, Doctor Mack. 
* | Lord Double Gutter ſings 
Upon which Side ſoc'er they vote, they make on't ſuch 


a Pother, 

I'm now for this, and now for that, and then for both 
together; 

My Proxie to one Side I give, on tother vote myſelf 
Sir 


ö Let me alone, I believe you'll « own I am a cunning 
Elf Sir, 


— - . —— | "3 


FR: 
My Brother Mun, I reſt upon, 'tis he that is the 


' 


Foxie, 
He trimm'd to make his Penſion out, for Fanny and 
Tom's Doxie; 
But when that-that, he cou'd not get, he lily told his 
Grace Sir, ü 
That at the Board, he muſt afford Tom, little Buſhe's 
Place Sir. 


Fifth Hireling. 


When firſt I Grattan's Party join'd, 
IE thought the King wou'd die: 

When he grew well I changed my Mind, 
O! whata Wretch am I. 


What have I gain'd by my Diſgrace? 
Tho' I was promiſed ſo 

When for my Friend I ſought a place, 
Twas given to my Foe. 


Oh! the Tool, the filly Fool! 
Who truſts what Viceroy's ſay 
I with I had my Vote again, 
Let Dad fay what he may. 


Enter the Marquis in a Paſſion as uſual. 


A Plague of Trimmers, you make ſuch a Pother, = 
| When once you have let'n a Man have your Votes W 
Yor're always a whining for ſomething or other, ” 
And begging for Henſions or Places: 
What tho' I thank you neer ſo fairly, 
Still you keeping teazing, teazing on : 
I cannot perſuade you, 
Till Promiſe Pve made you, 
And when you have got it, 
You tell me, add rot it! 


THE 
Your Character's blaſted, your ruin'd, undone ; 
And then to be ſure Sir, i 


There is but one cure Sir, 
To bribe you to bear your Diſgraces. 


Full Chorus of all the Characters at the Ball. 
Tune, Patrick's Day in the M orning— 


Here's Buckingham's Health, 
Let us drink it by ſtealth —— 
Leſt it meet with a national Scorning; 
But each Iriſh Heart, 
Lays its Malice apart, 
On Patrick's Day in the Morning. 


Tis true we all groan 
To get B-k—g—m gone, 
Of his Rancour and Rage we've had warning 
His Foes cou'd he beat, 
His Friends he wou'd cheat, 
Ev'n on Patrick's Day in the Morning. 


But now with one Voice, 
For our King let's rejoice, 
Low Men and Low Politics ſcorning z 
Loyal Ireland ſhall ring 
With « Long live our King !” 
Many Patrick's Days in the Morning. 


F. 10-76. 


